TALES OF DESTINT

"' Yes, and are still, so far as I am concerned/ I
answered.

" ' I thought so. Well, I am his friend likewise. Many
years I have known him and his wife, Devaka. Both
are good, kind people, always willing to help their
neighbours, and ready to give their last bowl of rice
to a vagrant beggar. Perhaps you can assist me to
clear away the shadows that have fallen around
them and obscured the sunshine of their home. Let
me tell you the story. A few months ago a stranger
came to this village. He was on his way to Fathpur-
Sikri, to witness the glories of the court of the
mighty Akbar. But on the road he had fallen ill, and,
arriving here, was too sick to proceed. I am ashamed
to say that none of us were willing to take him in, for
sickness goes from one person to another. So we have
to be careful, especially in my calling, where I come
into such close contact with so many.
" ' There was quite a little crowd just here by the
tank, discussing the situation, the sick man in their
midst resting upon the ground, when Baji Lai and
his wife, who happened to be passing, came forward
to see what the commotion was all about. They lis-
tened to the story, and then told the stranger he
might come with^them. He gratefully accepted, and,
after whispering some instructions to a servant by
whom he was accompanied, he motioned to Baji
Lai to lead the way. The little group moved off, the
servant in the rear, leading the horses, which in-
cluded a pack animal laden with the traveller's bed-
ding, cooking pots, and other belongings.
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